6a	JAIPUR
I would pay whatever price he named. My friend
translated. Mai Ram neither frowned nor laughed.
He still was smiling, but only with his eyes ; his
lips were set, severe.
" You cannot pay me for it; it is not for sale.
I gave it to you. I could see you loved it. And the
delight I read in your face when you took it in
your arms has given me a joy more precious than
all the gold on earth." Clasping his hands once
more, bowing, he thanked me !
His tall form preceded us as we went down the
steps. At the bottom of the staircase he halted
and waited till all of us had joined him in the
courtyard.
" There," he said, " is my master."
His eyes were turned towards a wall ablaze with
sunlight, in which I saw a black rectangle, a door-
way opening into a darkened room. On my way
upstairs I had not noticed it; then the door must
have been closed. Now in the shadowy background,
by the light of a small lamp at its feet, I made out
an image of Krishna. I glanced back at Mai Ram ;
always his face wore the same ill-assorted expres-
sions. The eyes were smiling, soft with tender feel-
ing ; framed in the bushy Rajput beard, his lips
seemed more disdainful than ever. Calmly, be-
nignly, like one who has seen life's struggle through
and won the peace that passes understanding, he
said :
" Here I have carved the image of my god, here
is his shrine, and in my works I praise him."
I asked if he would let me take his photograph.
;eWhy?" he asked. "Think what a paltry
thing a photograph is—a scrap of paper ! "
" But," I answered, following his mood, " wher
that scrap of paper is the likeness of a friend, don'

